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A. Obituary 

[Published November 10, 2018 in the Kingston Whig-Standard] 

Kay Paget, born Kathleen Hume Alderwood, passed peacefully on November 5, 2018, aged 97. 

She was predeceased by her beloved husband, Barrie Paget. Kay was the daughter of Anglican 
Archdeacon Harry Alderwood and Ruby Gandier and one of seven devoted siblings. She will be 
missed dearly by her children David (Bernadette), Gwyneth (John) and Trevor, and by 
grandchildren Phillip, Brandon, Martine, Nicholas, Madison, Errol and Quentin, and great 
grandchildren Zinnia, Zander, Brooklyn, Draven and Fitz, and her sister Ruth. She was fortunate 
to have twenty-one nieces and nephews who admired and loved their Aunt Kay. 

Over the years, she loved hosting family get-togethers, cooking many a holiday meal, as well as 
neighborhood carol singing parties. Her many dear friends will treasure her memory. She will be 
remembered for her youthful vigor, zest for life, good nature, eternal optimism and her 
generosity to others. Kay was a Queen’s University retiree and an active volunteer in numerous 
organizations all her life. Notably, she volunteered in various capacities for the Seniors 
Association since its founding, including as a Friendly Visitor for 30 years and the creative, 
steadfast organizer of the Friday programs in the 80s and 90s. Other activities included helping 
out at the Kingston Symphony, the Opera Guild, the Young at Heart players, St. George’s 
Cathedral, the Jubilate Singers and the Tritones Choirs, for whom she was the piano 
accompanist well into her 90s. 

Kay received numerous awards for her volunteer work, and in 1992 was Kingston’s Senior 
Citizen of the Year. In the newspaper article recognizing her for this honour, it was noted that 
Kay’s purposeful existence is a model for today’s senior. Since earning her ATOM (piano) prior 
to entering the University of Saskatchewan (BA Hons) she has provided enjoyment to countless 
people through her piano playing. Most recently she has been entertaining the other residents of 
St. Lawrence Place with singalongs. Kay enjoyed all the arts and attended every symphony 
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concert, play, and film she could fit in her busy schedule. Ever since Kay and Barrie enjoyed a 
7-month honeymoon through Central and South America in 1945, she was an avid and intrepid 
traveller, visiting 33 countries in total. 

A celebration of Kay’s life will be held at Robert J. Reid & Sons “The Chapel on the Corner”, 309 
Johnson Street, Kingston, on December 1,2018 at 2:00 pm. 

To honor Kay’s memory, donations may be made to the Christian Children’s Fund of Canada or 
the Kingston Seniors Association. Online condolences and donations may be made at 
www.reidfuneralhome.com. 


B. Eulogies 


At Celebration of Life, December 1, 2018 


David 

Hello, I am David, Kay's son. My younger sister Gwyneth and brother Trevor are here with us. I 
am honoured to be sharing our mother’s eulogy with you today. It is good to see so many of you 
family members and friends here. 

Mum grew up on the Prairies and went through the Depression there. Her father was an 
Anglican minister and her mother was also active in the Church; Mum was one of 7 children and 
though their financial means were very modest, they had a happy childhood. This is evidenced 
by the family orchestra they formed, with Mum playing the piano; they soon were in great 
demand in Saskatoon! 

She went on to get an advanced diploma in piano performance before earning a University 
degree, majoring in French, and also taking German. She immediately joined the war effort, 
moving to Ottawa from Saskatchewan at age 21 to work in the Canadian Postal Censorship 
department. She soon became a supervisor, responsible for over 20 women, reviewing POW 
mail. There she met our father, they had a whirlwind romance, married in Winnipeg, and 
embarked on an almost seven-month honeymoon in South and Central America - which she 
often looked back on fondly in later years. Reading their write-ups of this adventure amazes me 
to realize how intrepid our mother was, aged all of 24 

That voyage triggered her love of exploring the world. In later years, she headed off to 
numerous destinations, ranging from Australia to Zimbabwe. I was fortunate that she was able 
to visit me and my wife Bernadette when we lived in Japan and Poland, along with sister 
Gwyneth. What an enthusiastic traveller she was! I’ll never forget how, after about three days of 
what I thought was fairly strenuous sightseeing in Warsaw that I’d arranged for her and my 
sister, she asked at about 10:00 a.m. on the following day with a bit of impatience, “Well David, 
aren’t we heading out soon for today’s program of activities?...” I found it hard to keep up with 
her pace - and she was 86! And three years later (when 89), how did she cope with heavy seas 
at dinner time in the Gulf of Alaska on our cruise? Why, she took Gravol PLUS a Gin + Tonic - 
and headed to the half-empty dining room with me for a full meal! 

In fact, she visited some 33 countries, generally travelling with family (sisters Mary, Jean and 
Fay, and with Gwyneth) or a friend such as Moira Cartwright. Gwyneth enjoyed annual visits in 
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Florida from her dear Mum for 15 years. They had many adventures together but the best visits 
also included sister Ruth and some of the Perry cousins who were in Florida at the same time. 
What fun times these were! Then there were the trips to celebrate her younger sisters’ 90 th 
birthday parties, first Hope in BC, then Ruth in Ohio, and most recently Fay in Carleton Place. 
Mum had a wonderful time at these as family matriarch, as she had in 2011 for her own epic 
90 th birthday party in Perth, which reunited most of the family, over several days. 

Back to the biographic overview: Mum and Dad settled in Vancouver after their honeymoon, 
which was aired across Canada as a CBC Radio mini-series covering some of the highlights of 
their Latin American adventure. 

I and then Gwyneth came along and in due course we moved to Toronto. About three years 
later, Mum had to deal with a sudden upheaval, arranging the family’s move from there to 
England where we spent over four years. Trevor was born there. Then Mum arranged for 
another move, this time to Kingston where she lived ever since. She worked half-days for 
almost 20 years at two of Queen’s engineering libraries. She was widowed when our father 
passed away in 1988. 

Throughout her entire life, she was actively involved in the community and a friend to many, 
volunteering in so many capacities. At Kingston’s Seniors Centre, she volunteered in the 
Friendly Visitor program for 30 years, bringing comfort and support to less fortunate seniors, 
including shut-ins. Throughout the 1980s and 90s, she organized the Friday afternoon program 
at the Seniors Centre, and sometimes gave stimulating presentations based on her own 
experiences, such as recent travels. 

My siblings and I were very proud that our mother’s volunteering came to be recognized and 
awarded. She was Kingston’s Senior Citizen of the Year in 1992; and in 2016 she was 
honoured by the Government of Ontario for 40 years of volunteering at the Seniors Association, 
where she is recognized and treasured as one of the founders. At their recent annual meeting, 
kind words about Mum were said by the President, and at the Board meeting this past 
Wednesday, the Board adopted a resolution recognizing Mum’s important contributions over her 
many years of involvement. 

An important part of her “giving back” and “active participation” is in music, which was such a 
central part of her life. Growing up, I well remember the pleasure I had hearing her play. When 
we moved to Kingston, Mum hosted Christmas Carol singalongs at our home with all the 
neighbours, she playing the piano. And she kept this up for 50 years! It became such an 
important part of the community life at Cartwright Point that she was invited back to reprise it 
even after she left, when she was 94. 

Mum sang in the Jubilate Singers and was the piano accompanist for the Tritones both of whom 
are with us performing today. She got great pleasure from their weekly rehearsals and then from 
their performances, until not that long ago. When Mum moved to St Lawrence Place, she 
initiated regular singalongs for fellow-residents. 

Having played the piano myself, I’d like to add that I had the utmost admiration for my mother’s 
abilities; she could do things that I could never do, and that seemed to me almost a divine gift: 
she could transpose music to suit the vocal range of a singer, and, she could play by ear. She 
casually told me about her playing at the Remembrance Day service at St Lawrence Place last 
year, in which some servicemen and women participated. She played O Canada, God Save the 
Queen, Amazing Grace and “a few old war songs” - all by ear, aged 96. Amazing indeed! 
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In addition to making music, Mum was an avid concert-goer. How many times was I impressed 
by her telling me of all the upcoming performances she was looking forward to attending! She 
was fortunate that Kingston has so many excellent musical events, and I’d say that the Grand 
Theatre, the Kingston Symphony and more recently the Isabel Bader Centre were fortunate to 
have such a frequent and enthusiastic patron. 

For me, she was always a supportive and positive presence in my life. Looking back, I am so 
grateful that Mum got me launched on two very beneficial tracks. She was my first piano teacher 
and encouraged my musical appreciation, which continues to this day. And she was my first 
French teacher (when we moved to England) - my learning French had many subsequent 
advantages, in my personal life and career. 

And I recall a turning point when her steady and loving guidance helped me avoid a bad 
mistake: I was unhappy in my first days at a boarding school in Ontario after our family returned 
from England, and I phoned to ask to come home. Mum persuaded me to keep trying to adapt; 
I’m forever grateful, as I went on to be happy at that school and get a good education. Since 
then, she’s always encouraged me, through my life’s challenges. 

In many ways, and for many years, Mum was the central figure in our family; she was “always 
there” for my sister and brother as well, and for our children as a devoted grandmother and 
more recently great-grandmother. How many times did she arrange family get-togethers, 
including when we were living some distances apart, cooking dinners and preparing lunches in 
the fine weather on the deck of the family home at Cartwright Point. 

Eldest grandchild, Phill, who is with us, shares his memories about his times with his 
Grandmother at her home. 

“Some of my favorite memories growing up were my weekly visits at Grandma’s house. 

These visits always included a game of badminton, billiards, ping pong, a swim or skate at 
the waterfront. 

Once we heard the sound of the gong, we knew it was time for dinner. Dinner conversations 
were always enjoyable. I would listen and chuckle at the banter between my dad and 
Grandma. Dad would make a comment, Grandma would retaliate with a quick-witted 
response. Never a dull moment at the dinner table. When dinner was finished (since what 
seems like the age of 10), Grandma would ask me if I had started drinking coffee yet. “No, 
not yet Grandma” was my response for years and years. 

After returning from Australia at the age of 20, she was pleased that I would finally join her for 
a coffee after I’d taken up the habit working at a coffee shop in Sydney. 

In my later years it was harder to arrange those regular visits, mostly because of Grandma’s 
busy social life. I would always describe my Grandmother as the most social person I knew. 
Even well into her 90’s she maintained a very busy social life. 

You will always be missed!” 

Another grandchild, my son Nick (currently overseas), shares these thoughts: 
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“I am in sincere admiration of my grandmother's amazing life full of generosity, music, 
adventure and love. Hers was truly a life to be celebrated. Like all of her children, 
grandchildren, great grandchildren, nieces, nephews and friends, I will always miss her and 
hold my many happy memories of her in my heart.” 

My brother Trevor wishes to share the following recollections. 

“One wonderful part of my childhood was memories of a peaceful and loving home 
environment. My mother and father very rarely if ever quarreled and never was so much as 
an unpleasant word heard. 

I have always considered my mother the ultimate example of what the ideal mother should 
aim to be. She always offered me words of caution towards any of my plans, but when I 
ignored them and went on to persevere, regardless, she made it apparent she was 
pleasantly surprised and pleased with the outcome. 

In my times of great need or emotional turmoil she was a soothing presence I could always 
count on. 

Her greatest strength by far was always having an optimistic rosy outlook on life; no matter 
how apparently gloomy current circumstances might have appeared, she would always see 
light at the end of the tunnel, and easily brush aside any fears or woes and convince herself 
and anyone involved that things would work out and all would end well. Of course she was 
always right!” 

Our Mum had a keen interest in the world around her, from local happenings to world news and 
always seemed well versed in the news and politics of far-flung countries, and usually had an 
opinion about them too! Closer to home, she was a frequent writer of letters to the Editor and 
campaigned hard for improvements she felt necessary for the good of all. Trevor recalls that he 
felt like a celebrity after another of Mum’s letter to the Editor was published: he could barely 
show his face downtown without someone recognizing him as Kay's son and saying, "I read 
your mother's letter in the Whig yesterday!" 

She took on city hall, most recently about an unsafe sidewalk in front of SLP, and "went to the 
top" (of Revera) to get approval for a patio awning at SLP. Once she mentioned that after 
speaking to some official she felt he had spun her a yarn, thinking he could bamboozle a "little 
old lady" but she proudly noted that he didn’t know whom he was dealing with!! On arrival at 
SLP, she jumped right in and got involved with the Residents Council (they wanted her for 
President from the get-go, but she wisely chose VP) and made numerous suggestions for 
improvements. 

My sister Gwyneth notes that, like many people, it was only later in life that she truly understood 
what a remarkable woman our mother was. In Gwyneth’s words: 

“It’s a good thing we had 67 years together! The more I got to know her as an adult, the more 
impressed I was, and the more I admired her zest for life, interest in the world, good nature, 
eternal optimism, generosity to others, and her care for family and friends. She had an 
unusual ability to maintain friendships over the years (some for as much as 70 years!) 
despite great distances dividing them, and despite age and other differences between them. 

At some birthday celebrations we held in her honor in recent years, I was struck by the 
number of people who spoke so warmly about her and the difference she made in their lives. 
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I was also fortunate to attend several events where she was honored for her long community 
service, especially to the Kingston Seniors Association, and was impressed by the accolades 
bestowed on her. 

With her passing, I have been moved by the touching condolences we have received, which 
have confirmed what I have come to know about our Mum. And what has meant the most to 
me is the number of friends in our neighborhood in Florida, who met her only once or twice, 
and who have told me how fortunate I was to have such an incredible mother for all these 
years. They have told me they will never forget her, that she left an indelible impression on 
them, despite knowing her so little. I’m not sure I know anyone else who has made such an 
impact!” 

Thank you for coming to honour our mother today. I know she would be so grateful and happy 
that you are here. 

Heather 

When I think of Auntie Kay, one scene always comes to mind before all others. It played out 
several times over the years, but hardly varied. It was at the Cartwright Point house, in the 
sunroom. It could be a sweet summer day, looking out on the green lawn, or it could be in the 
fall with a grey sky and leaves blown up against the flower bed. Or it could be snowy, with 
glimpses of the water showing between the trees. But inside was always the same. I would be 
there, and Kay, of course, and my Mum. It would be late afternoon, that lull in the day before 
dinner. We’d be sitting around the wicker table on the wicker chairs. There would be a little 
bowl of sesame treats on the table amongst many sections of newspaper. We’d be having a gin 
and tonic and idly reading the paper and talking either about the news, or something going on in 
town, or quite possibly about family. It was always happy and this golden scene is what my 
memories always default to first. 

My name is Heather and I am one of Kay’s many nieces and nephews. I live in Calgary, but I 
wanted to be here today, and I wanted to speak because of all of us nieces and nephews - 
there’s 21 of us - I probably had the most opportunity to get to know our Auntie Kay. That’s 
because my Mum spent several years as Kay’s housemate at the Paget’s lovely home on 
Cartwright Point, and during that time I became a frequent visitor. 

My Mum’s name was Mary Duncan and she lived with Kay from 1993 to 2000. Some of you 
may remember her from those days. 

So, why was my Mum living here? Well, she had been living on her own in a rented apartment 
in Vancouver for 3 or 4 years. While I , too, lived in Vancouver, my work was taking me out of 
town for long stretches. One year Kay was out visiting and said, “Oh Mary, (in that tone of voice 
many of you will know well) this is crazy - you living here all on your own. Why don’t you come 
and live with me in Kingston? I have lots of room and I won’t charge you rent. You can save 
your money and we can travel together!” It was SUCH a generous offer, and one that didn’t 
require much deliberation. My Mum made the move east and that was the start of a very happy 
- and busy - time as she was drawn into the whirlwind that was Kay’s life. 

And travel together they did! There were many great trips (England/Scotland, Italy, Australia, 
Panama and Florida to name the main ones), but the at home days were also filled with a 
myriad of events - there were plays, concerts, seniors programs, church functions, line dancing 
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at Barriefield, and social get-togethers with the Cartwright Point neighbours. Not a whole lot of 
down time! I heard about all of this through letters my Mum would write. 

I got to see it too, as I would usually visit once a year, first just by myself but then with one, then 
two and eventually three little kids in tow. To Kay’s credit she would never say, “Oh, it’s not 
really a good time,” or “Maybe you could stay with Trevor this time.” No, she was always 
welcoming and never seemed phased by us being there - except for maybe the time Erin 
jammed a sandwich into her VHS player! Remember them? 

During these visits I noticed that Kay was often more than a participant in these social activities. 
Frequently, she was actively involved in the Kingston community and often in a leading role. 
When I think of Kay in this way, I think of the song, This Little Light of Mine. You know the one 
... “This little light of mine, I’m gonna let it shine.” And there’s one verse that goes, “Hide it 
under a bushel, NO!, I’m gonna let it shine!” To me, this is how Kay lived. She had the great 
big bright light, and she DID NOT hide it under a basket. This special quality, which I can only 
describe as her “Kay-ness”, was her gift to the world. 

After an interesting trip, Kay would put her photos and videos together and host travelogues for 
various groups. When she had a relevant idea or timely story, she would go to her typewriter 
and just dash off a letter to the editor and get it to the newspaper. Her musical skills, too, were 
put to good use, performing for years in 2 choirs - the TriTones, (a group she actually founded) 
and the Jubilate Singers - both of whom are performing here today. Kay was also a well-known 
piano accompanist both with neighbourhood parties and choirs alike. Even at age 96, Kay was 
shining on, entertaining on the piano at St. Lawrence Place. 

I’d like to share one of Kay’s letters to the editor. It involves Kay, my Mum, their dad and one of 
our most celebrated Canadian figures - Tommy Douglas, the father of Medicare. I’m so 
thankful that Kay wrote this down because it contains a gem of a story and it has become a 
family treasure at my house. It’s forged a link between my kids and their great grandfather in a 
way that mere photos could never do. So in the way that a picture can be worth a thousand 
words, a well told story can be worth a thousand pictures. While I read this out, you can pass 
along this photo - the original from the article. (Article attached below) 

To wrap up, thank you David, Gwyn and Trevor for giving me a chance to speak. I truly loved 
and admired your Mum. Auntie Kay, thank you for being so “you” and for being a such a good 
companion to my Mum. And I know that whatever exists beyond this life, Kay is there ... still 
shining brightly. 

Thank you © 
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Letters to the Editor are welcome at: Our mailing address; by 
fax, (613)530-4118; or by e-mail, <whiged@thewhig.com>, text only, 
please, no attachments. Letters must contain the author’s name, 
address and a daytime telephone number. The Whig-Standard 
reserves the right to edit, condense or reject any letter. 


Forum 


LETTER OF THE 


An accidental meetin g 
with Greatest Canadian 


When I heard that Tommy Dou¬ 
glas had won CBC-TV's Great¬ 
est Canadian contest, I was 
quite thrilled. 

I grew up in Saskatchewan 
and remembered well the 
founding of the Co-operative 
Commonwealth Federation, 
which later became the New 
Democratic Party, so Tommy 
Douglas was one of my heroes. 

I recall meeting Tommy, and 
having a picture taken with 
him long ago, so I rummaged 
through my photo albums and 
found the picture. 

It was taken in 1974 just out¬ 
side Victoria, where Tommy 
was addressing an outdoor po¬ 
litical rally. I think we hap¬ 
pened on it by accident, but we 
went in and joined the crowd. 

When Tommy finished, my 
sister Mary, whom I was visit¬ 
ing, said we should go and in¬ 
troduce ourselves, which we 
did. We told Tommy how out- 
dad, an Anglican archdeacon in 
Saskatoon, had actively cam¬ 
paigned for the CCF in 1938^ 
speaking on more than one oc¬ 
casion on behalf of the local 
candidate, who later was elect¬ 
ed the first socialist MPP for the 
city 

My dad was eventually told by 
his bishop not to get involved in 
' politics. In fact, he received a 
phone call from an unknown 
person who said: “We thought 
you were our archdeacon, not 
archdemon.” We thought that 
was very funny 
Tommy was most gracious 
with us and agreed to be pho¬ 
tographed with us by my broth¬ 
er-in-law. 

I will now treasure this pic¬ 
ture more than ever. 

1 Kay Paget 
Kingston 



Kay Paget (right) and her sister Mary Duncan metTommy Douglas in Victoria, B.C.,in 1974 and 
the man recently voted Greatest Canadian in a CBC-TV contest posed for a photo with them 
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Quentin 


Thank you everyone for being here to celebrate my grandmother's life. I am Quentin Pegg, 

Kay’s grandson. 

Anybody who met my grandma, knew she was the most caring, outgoing, and beautiful person. 
Each Christmas, she would send money overseas to give a family in a third world country some 
farm animals such as chickens, goats or pigs. She would put it under my name and my brother’s 
name instead of buying us a conventional present or toys. 

These gifts would greatly improve the quality of life for the family as this would assist in leading 
them to become more self-sufficient. 

As a little kid, I remember seeing awards all over the kitchen walls at her house. 

These awards and recognitions were for her volunteer work, charitable activities or donations. 

It was here when I noticed that there was much more to her character than I knew of before. I 
always thought of her as that sweet older lady we’d visit to spend time and have dinner with on 
the weekends. While I knew about her volunteer work and the multiple donations she regularly 
made to various foundations and charities, it wasn’t until I grew more mature did I realize that all 
of her work has made a difference, and has had a lasting impact for lots of people and families 
all around the world. 

She only saw the positives in life. If she heard something she didn’t like, she would change the 
subject to something more pleasant. 

She was always trying to make other people's day better whether it be with a smile, a laugh or a 
chuckle. She loved telling jokes. Visiting her towards her final days in the hospital, she shared a 
room with a very ill woman. This woman's family was surrounding her bed watching in silence. 
Grandma made a joke, I believe about wanting to drink some wine. The family next door burst 
out laughing. 

Even in her toughest moment of 97 years of a well-spent life, she was trying to make others 
laugh. 

I’m thankful that my grandma was in my life for as long as she was. I’m glad that I got to have 
her in my life for as long as I did, as some people never actually get to meet their grandparents 
at all. I’m glad now I’m a young adult, so I can better appreciate her for who she really was, 
what she’s accomplished, and the legacy she’s left behind. The donations and volunteering she 
did, no doubt have impacted the various, affected families for the better, and likely she will not 
be forgotten anytime soon. 

We can all learn a lot from her qualities and virtues, that I am confident! 

Even now, she would not want us to be sad...She would want us to be happy and remember her 
for the woman she was! 

Errol 

Hello everyone. Thank you all for attending. I’m Errol Pegg, one of Kay’s grandsons. I’ve never 
been to an event like this before so first I’ll say that my grandmother was one of a kind. I would 
like to state that I wish we all remember her not as the grandmother in the hospital, but as the 
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amazing sister, mother, grandmother and friend she had been for her incredible 97 years. But, I 
do want to talk about her stay at the hospital as some things that happened there really showed 
who she was. 

During her stay at the hospital, her health obviously wasn’t looking too good. But during multiple 
occasions when myself and my brother visited her, she would be eating a meal, and each time, 
she would try to share one of her food items with us. 

While it seemed like a kind gesture that was simply just in her nature, the offer to share her food 
was a testament to how incredibly caring of others she was. My grandmother was ill in the 
hospital, and while her declining health was clearly what we would expect her to be worrying 
about, she couldn’t help but worry if my brother and I had eaten adequately before our arrival. 
This staggered me as she was so selfless towards others. 


But did her generosity stop at family members? 

I remember when I was younger. There were multiple Christmas mornings where I would find 
that my gift from my grandmother, was a card showing an image of a foreign family with some 
text. The card itself stated that my grandmother had donated farm animals such as chickens to 
a family in a third-world country, under my name. 

Now in comparison to the loads of toys that I had gotten over those years, this gift wasn’t 
exactly exciting, but I was still able to appreciate the heartwarming gesture that had been 
committed under my own name. However, I am happy now that I have matured and can truly 
understand the significance of the donations made. These families received chickens, which 
could give them food such as eggs. They could also sell the eggs or animals once they 
reproduced and have a good source of both food and income. This was incredible. She took a 
mere toy or some pocket money that I may have received, and put it in a long-lasting investment 
for a family that she, and all of us, will never ever meet. What I mean by that is nobody here 
including herself would see the result of her actions, but knowing that she had helped a family, 
somewhere, get a better chance at life, was enough for her to be satisfied. She knew that a 
donation like this would mean far more to these families, and in-turn, give me something to be 
proud of. That is the ultimate gift, and I am so grateful she has let me experience that feeling. 


Now, onto her humour. She made it to 97. Ninety-seven years, and her humour never withered. 
During one of our visits with her in the hospital, there was a container for rice pudding on her 
table. She offered it to us, and us being picky, said “no” because we had never tried rice 
pudding before. She shouted her iconic “ooh” because she couldn’t fathom the idea of 
somebody never once having rice pudding, and that made us all laugh. Throughout her stay, 
even when her voice had gone quiet, she would be cracking jokes that made even the patient 
and their family behind the dividing curtain laugh. It’s hard to be strong in scary times, and that’s 
okay, but it’s incredible that she still had the willpower to bring smiles to our faces, and that, I 
will always remember. 


The takeaway, is that she was a kind, generous, and wonderful person that we all have had the 
privilege of knowing. Although our loss of her hurts deeply, I am happy that she was with us for 
as many years as she was, because being more grown-up now, I can truly appreciate all that 
she has done for us all. 
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She will never be forgotten. 

C. Condolences 

Your mother was an amazing person. Always cheerful and upbeat and those qualities must be 
partly the reason for her long and productive life. 

She was a special sister who shared her love and her many special talents with her family and 
so many. 

I’m so very thankful to have known Kay. She was pure joy and love. She had wonderful stories 
to share and a terrific sense of humour with a twinkle in her sparkling eyes. I will miss our chats 
and chuckles. Her legacy for all of us will always be a part of our lives. 

Your Mum was one of my heroes - smart, vibrant, and determined. 

Kay had a full, active and wonderful life and shared her love and talents with so many. She was 
one special lady and will be dearly missed. 

Kay and all the Pagets have had a major place in our lives, and while we continue to mourn her 
passing, I feel Kay is already watching over us along with my parents. 

I will always remember her delicious laugh and sense of humour! 

Auntie Kay had a full and adventurous life. Her love, curiosity, strength, talent and verbal 
abilities allowed her to touch so many and leave her mark in this world. She was accepting of us 
all and interested in our lives. She will be missed and dearly remembered. As with all the 
Alderwood siblings - what a wonderful role model she was. 

Grandma brought so many people together throughout her long life and we're so lucky to have 
been part of it. 

I am in sincere admiration of my grandmother's amazing life full of generosity, music, adventure 
and love. Hers was truly a life to be celebrated. Like all of her children, grandchildren, great 
grandchildren, nieces, nephews and friends, I will always miss her and hold my many happy 
memories of her in my heart. 

Your Mum was an outstanding woman and a great role model for us all. 

She always showed such great spirit! Auntie Kay is in a special place now, entertaining with her 
sense of humour and quick wit! 

Your Mum had such a remarkable life, full of curiosity and vigor. 

She had an incredibly robust life and was such a model on ‘aging well’. Thank you Auntie Kay. 

She was so strong and vibrant, and vivacious! What a life she enjoyed! 

Such sad news to hear of a remarkable woman's final journey home. Auntie Kay was met by a 
band of angels and no doubt they are all still welcoming her, and all at the same time. What a 
legacy she left behind. 
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So glad she was with her Grandson when passing, and of course she was still talking and 
smiling, as all those sisters certainly had the gift of gab! I have many fond memories of her 
which I will never forget! 

My heart is aching for the loss of my lovely, lively friend Kay. 

Kay was such a special part of my life. It was such a privilege to be part of hers. She was so 
interesting and entertaining. I thought of her so often. She will always hold a very special place 
in my heart. Always be remembered. 

We all remember our dear Auntie Kay and the remarkable life she lived! We all have loving 
memories of her to forever hold in our hearts. 

Auntie Kay was blessed with good health, a sense of wonder and family who love her still. 

I have so many great memories of Auntie Kay, she was a wonderful person who will be missed 
by all. 

Kay lived a wonderful life and brought joy to everyone she met. We enjoyed having her next 
door and heading out to the Thousand Island Playhouse. I loved every minute playing duets 
with her and she was so gracious when I mucked up. Heaven will have a lively new angel. 

Kay was truly a special lady and an inspiration to us all. 

She will be missed not just by her immediate family and Alderwood outliers but by the 
community of Kingston where she was a volunteer. 

I always thought of my Auntie Kay as a bit of a pioneer in many ways, she was always ahead of 
the times in her approach to life. She meant a lot to many, her spirit and laugh will be missed by 
many. 

I will always have loving and admirable memories of Kay. She meant so much to me. 

She certainly had a long and full life and was an inspiration to us all. 

As my Godmother Kay was always special to me, and we very much enjoyed our visits with 
her. 

I have to tell you how much I adored Kay and how much I will truly miss her. She was a truly 
special gal. 

What a fortunate person she was with such a large and loving family. Family meant everything 
to her. 

Kay was one of the Grand Dames of Cartwright Point. Even at aged over 90 (!!) she played the 
piano for our Christmas gatherings! 

She definitely lived large, and was fortunate to have so much caring family around her all of her 
years. 

The amazing and marvellous person Kay. I have the fondest memories from living with her and 
sharing the beautiful house she had. She was such an inspiration for me that I still catch myself 
doing things the way she did and cherish it. 
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Kay was a special lady who I really appreciated spending time with. She was very engaged at 
St. Lawrence Place and was always looking for ways of engaging other residents. She wanted 
to provide an atmosphere where residents felt comfortable to participate in programs and feel 
part of a community. She provided a lot of joy to our community with her music. It was uplifting 
to hear her play the piano in the library and we had a lot of fun with her leading the "sing-songs" 
on a regular basis. I will miss her a lot. 

She was a quite extraordinary person who generously gave her many talents to the Kingston 
and Cartwright Point communities. Christmas was always made very special when we gathered 
around the piano in her living room and sang carols to her lively accompaniment. She led a very 
full and worthwhile life and will be fondly remembered. 

We were great admirers of your mother. She was a very cheerful and positive person. We got to 
know her first from St. George’s and then as a neighbour for the last thirty years. She kept close 
track of our less than perfect church attendance and would ask on occasion if we had changed 
churches as she hadn’t seen us for a while. There was always a little smile. 

My husband remembers well the Christmas caroling in the rec' room of the Cartwright Point 
house. He and his Mother, Kay's friend, enjoyed having Kay as a neighbour for many years. I 
remember Kay's involvement in activities at the Senior's Centre with pleasure. Her Tritones 
singers and her magical fingers working the piano were enjoyed by members for many years. 
We both remember Kay fondly. She will be missed. 

She was an amusing, interesting, energetic lady. It was a pleasure to know her. She had a great 
kindness. Always reaching out if she saw someone in need. She did not wonder if people 
needed help. She just helped. With no thought of thanks for herself. 

Kay was one of the first people we really got to know in the community and we found many 
reasons to admire her. 

Kay's passing signals the end of an era. I will especially remember a fun visit with her this past 
July. She will be missed by friends and family. RIP Kay. 

What a long fruitful life she led. I am so glad we were able to visit her this past summer. 

She certainly had a full, long life and enjoyed every minute of it! 

Your Mom lived to an amazing age and has left a legacy behind. 

97 is a remarkable age, be grateful for having had her in your lives. 

Wow did she live a life - 97!! 

What a fabulous example Kay was of how to make the most of life and stay involved. She is 
missed by the Tritones already. 

Your mother was an inspiration for us all. Her dedication in accompanying the choir was 
remarkable. We will miss her so much. 

She was an amazing woman and will be remembered and missed by many of her friends at the 
Seniors Centre. 
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At its meeting yesterday [November 30], the Kingston Seniors Association Board adopted a 
resolution recognizing the important contributions made by your Mother to the Association over 
her many years of involvement. The minutes of the meeting are a matter of public record that in 
addition to her recognition as senior of the year in 1992 form part of a formal recognition of her 
work in the community. To me, perhaps more importantly, is the difference she made in the 
lives of many individual people in Kingston through her work in the Friendly Visiting program, 
Friday Features, and her many other activities in our community. She earned the respect and 
appreciation of others one person at a time. 


On this sad occasion, I would like to say how grateful I am to have known your mom and how I 
mourn her loss. What a spark she was in our lives, what an uncomplicated woman she was. 

She got things done and did not look back. We got along from the get-go. Once we agreed to 
meet 6 years ago, she came to pick me up within a few hours with her red Ferrari (Toyota). That 
was my sign! Kingston wanted me to stay. She told me to throw the luggage in the back and we 
were off to the beautiful house that would become my home for 6 months. 

Her human qualities, her warmth, matter-of fact attitude and curiosity made her one of my favor¬ 
ite people in the world. We were both musical, loved politics, fast cars and learned to drive on a 
dirt road. She could hardly keep her foot off the pedal and was fond of burning red lights, to 
Trevor’s despair. She drove her little red car like a Ferrari. This unexpected encounter con¬ 
firmed my decision to elect Kingston as my new home, surrounded by nature, the beautiful 
shore touching her land, her pianoforte and pleasant disposition. I would come home from work 
and she would gingerly offer a gin & tonic, to watch Steve Paikin and the news and snack on 
cheese and crackers. She warmly approved of my beau, when love came knocking at the door 
one fateful morning. 

Kay was about forgiveness, loyalty and love, even though she seemed practical and reserved 
about it. She was a consistent person and personality. She was fun and sharp, shared her 
opinion about various matters and rocked a curious and vivacious mind. She was a beautiful 
person and was always sad to “lose her girls” when wedding bells rang, because she was fond 
of her “chambreuses”, the ladies who had enjoyed the charm of her home as a temporary step¬ 
ping stone to a new life. She was always happy to eventually see love walk in the door. 

Thank you Trevor, Gwyneth and David, for sharing your mother with us and for contributing to 
making the woman and mother that she was, the person that she became. In many ways, you 
are all as much part of her as she is of you. Her soul is eternal. You and your family are in my 
heart and mind. To my beautiful friend Kay Paget, thank you for your spark and loving nature. 
Your Ferrari awaits in the heavens. I miss you already. 

D. Biographical Notes 

• 1921, June 30, born Kathleen Hume Alderwood in Edmonton, Alberta. Her father Henry 
Alfred Alderwood (born in England) was an Anglican minister, her mother Ruby Maude 
Alderwood (nee Gandier) trained in Toronto as an Anglican Deaconess. 

• Third of seven siblings (six girls, one boy: Mary, Jean, Kay, Hope, Ruth, Faith (“Fay”), 
Philip (“Phil”) 

• When aged 5, family moved for one year to Winnipeg, then to Saskatoon 


14 



• Showed early flair for piano playing; with siblings and father, formed a family orchestra, 
which was popular in Saskatoon 

• 1939 June, earned ATCM in piano performance from Toronto Conservatory of Music 
(studied in Saskatoon) 

• 1939 summer, worked as chambermaid at Jasper Park Hotel, 

• 1942, July BA from University of Saskatchewan, cum laude : major in French, courses in 
German 

• 1942, July started work in Ottawa for the war effort, with the Canada Postal Censorship 
department, involving German POW mail; managed team of over 20. Made some life¬ 
time friendships: Bea, Gwyneth, Moira 

• 1945 met fellow worker “Barrie” Paget (Harold A. Paget) and had whirlwind romance. He 
was a London-born Englishman who had grown up in New York, and had worked for the 
war effort in Bermuda and Trinidad. 

• 1945, November 17 married in Winnipeg 

• 1946 almost seven month South/Central America honeymoon (sailing from NYC to 
Trinidad, then mainly in Venezuela, Colombia and Guatemala, ending in Los Angeles) 

• 1946, September settled in Vancouver 

• 1947 October 20 David Donald Alderwood Paget born 

• 1951 January 4 Ann Gwyneth Paget born 

• 1955 moved to Toronto 

• 1958 February moved to London (Wimbledon Park) 

• 1958 August 2 James Trevor Paget born 

• 1961 moved to Jersey, Channel Islands 

• 1962 moved back to Canada, settling in Kingston, in due course building at Cartwright 
Point 

• 1988, September 30 Barrie died 

• 2015, August moved to St. Lawrence Place, Kingston 

• 2018 died on November 5 
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